THERE   IS   A   LULL                          2O3

SURELY Gytheris couldn't object to having the lent toga and
sachel returned. Gallus, leaving Amos, went hopefully on
his way. She was at home; and the janitor, still somewhat
distrustful, admitted him after a pause.

"O but I meant you to keep those things/' said Gytheris,
so calm and self-possessed that it seemed impossible a kiss had
ever disordered her braided hair.

Her words sounded as if she hadn't meant him to come
back, and he blushed and stammered. But she hadn't meant
to hurt him; and feeling more secure in herself now that he
had left the house, she went on to say how glad she was to see
him. So he blushed and stammered more than ever, but
happily this time, though he had quite forgotten his plan of
taking her resolutely in his arms as soon as they were alone.
Then they had nothing to say to one another; and she sat
patiently waiting for him to go; and he wondered how a
woman could preserve such a blissful calm, a repose that did
not need to utter itself in words, while the need to say some-
thing was tugging at his mind with such wretched distraction
that, having a world of things to say, he could say nothing.

At last he said, "I've never enjoyed anything so much as I
enjoyed that recitation of yours the other night.'9

"Did you?" she asked, with an air of mild concern.

*e No, no," he cried, bitterly. *c I hated it. I mean it was too
genuine. It hit me in the navel. It was unfair, somehow . . ."

"It was only a recitation," she said, with the same sur-
prised depreciation. "The technique was a rather worn-out
imitation of an old eunuch called Mardis who taught me
when I was young. A wonderful actor of women's parts he
was. I was only copying him."

Gallus knew she wasn't telling the truth; she had put
herself or at least one poor harrowed part of herself^ iato
the miming. But how could he contradict her? He saw
that her defences against him were too strong; J,she didn't
mean to let him come any closer. He rose in depression.

She saw his misery and felt that she had nothing .to fear
from him. She liked him more, impersonally, though she
despised him a little; and she didn't want to lose him
altogether.                                                    .

"Why don't you bring me something you've written?"